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One 


Author's Notes: 
It had to happen. | don\'t know why it had to happen but it did. Enjoy. 


"Wot are you doing?" 
Startled, Nicko let out a yelp and spun round. "Kin hell, Harry, you scared me out of ten years of me life!" 


Steve didn't look too concerned about that, not if the grin he flashed at the drummer was any indication. "That 
didn't answer the question, Nick" 


Nicko smiled, a baring of teeth that made Steve snort aloud. "Revenge, Harry, revenge." 


Steve sighed and rolled his eyes. 


No one could argue that he was owed, and he was owed massive amounts in spades. He had been behind far 
too many pranks, embarrassing moments, and out and out shenanigans that eventually someone was going to 
pay him back in kind, and while he fully expected it he had no doubt that he was smart enough to see through 
any situation and turn it to his advantage. He also knew that his current favorite targets - Nicko and Tico - 
were in a difficult position to extract revenge because they were seldom all together, and so when he heard 


that Tico was flying in to join them on tour for a week or so he'd raised his guard and was fully prepared. 


He figured that if anyone might help them it would be Steve, so his plan was to keep a constant watch on the 
bassist and if anything cought his eye he would simply make sure not to put himself in any place or 
circumstance that could be used against him. Although, with Steve feeling a bit off and having stomach trouble 
he wasn't really interested in doing much more than making sure his performance didn't suffer, so Bruce 
wasn't quite as worried as he might have been. Adrian wasn't a threat, Dave couldn't keep a straight face if 
his life depended on it, and Jan, well Jan was a great bloke but he was far too gullible to use in any sort of an 


unhanded plot. 


He knew Tico was due in early this afternoon so he lounged in his room for a bit after waking before heading 
toward Steve's. When the door was opened he winced, the pale face and thinned lips showed Steve was feeling 


no better and he bit back the initial urge to give him a hard time. "Still sick?" 


"Fuckin! stomach is makin’ me bludi nuts." Steve stepped back, giving Bruce room to come in. He made his way 
back to the bed and once more stretched out, one hand idly rubbing his stomach. "I don't know if it's some 


sort of bug or all these years of being round you has finally given me a fuckin’ ulcer." 


Bruce, who had followed him inside and closed the door, crossed the room to carefully sit on the edge of the 
bed beside him. "You really should get checked out, Steve. If it is an ulcer and it's this bad, you could be 
bleeding inside." 


"Two more weeks and we're done, Bruce." 
"Yeah, | know, but two weeks more of this can't be good." 
Its a bit better today. Still don't much feel like eating, but | did manage a bit of soft eggs." 


Despite his clear enjoyment of the numerous times he had deliberately done his best to make Steve insane, 
Bruce actually cared enough about him to be genuinely concerned. "That's not much, not when you lose weight 
on a normal tour. If you're not eating enough to sustain what weight you're carrying now, it's just going to 


make you weaker and then you could get really sick. | think you should go to hospital and have it checked." 


"Right, and then deal with all the fuckin’ backlash and the rumors and shit? Forget it, Bruce, it's just a dodgy 


stomach is all" 


"Well, try to get some rest." Bruce stood and looked down at him. "I'll let them know not to disturb you until 


about an hour before we have to leave." 


"Thanks." Steve closed his eyes, not opening them again until he heard the door close as Bruce left. After giving 
him time to get away from the door and down the corridor he sat up, swinging his legs over the side and 
reaching for his mobile. Opening it, he scrolled through the list of contacts until he found the one he was 
looking for. A small grin on his face, he pushed the button to open the line and put the phone to his ear, 
waiting for it to be answered. When the call connected, he rolled his eyes at the rushed whisper. "He was just 
here." He listened, nodding even though he knew the person couldn't see. "Yeah, he's a bit distracted. Worried 
about me having an ulcer." He listened again. "Yeah, right. If this goes right, he'll be thinking about nothing more 
than that. Should be easy. Cheers." He shut the phone and set it aside. 


He probably should feel a little remorse. He probably should be a bit ashamed. 
He wasn't. 


With nothing else to do until time to leave for the venue, Steve once more shifted round and stretched out on 


the bed. 


Nicko was happy. Happy, happy, happy. He was especially happy right at this very moment, laying half-asleep 
and sated in the dampened pile of twisted sheets with a snoring Tico beside him, naked, a small smile on his 
sleeping face. He was feeling good, they had a show that night in front of a sold out crowd, and the object of 
his affection was going to be along for the ride for the next seven days. 


It really couldn't get much better than that. 


He sighed and slipped lower on the pillows, letting his eyes fall closed He had a few hours before they had to 
leave, so a nap was in order, and he was just starting to drift off when he heard someone knock. Grumbling, he 
flipped onto his side and tried to ignore it but whoever it was wouldn't go away. Unwinding himself from the 
tangle of sheets, he got up, stopping long enough to shrug on his robe before going to the door and growling 
his displeasure at the interruption "Who is it?" 


"Nicko, it's Bruce." 
Grumbling, he undid the lock and opened the door. "What?" 


I'm really starting to be concerned about Steve." Bruce glanced past him. "Look, | know Tico is here, but 


honestly Nick, he's not getting any better. In fact, | think he's worse." 
Nicko's craggy face lost its scowl. "| know he's had a dodgy tummy, but..” 


"| think it's more than that. | tried to get him to go to hospital, but he said he's not looking for all the fuss." 
Bruce sighed and leaned against the doorjamb. "He's so fucking stubborn" 


"Not much we can do if he refuses to go” 
"Yeah, | know. Anyway, just keep an eye on him" 

"| will" Nicko looked over his shoulder. "Right, I. 

Bruce snickered and waved his hand. "Right, go back to what you were doing” 

Nicko leered and nodded. "See you at the show." He backed away and closed the door. 


Bruce, who had stepped back to allow him to do just that, turned and walked slowly down the corridor, his mind 


working over possible means to get Steve to actually listen to him and get himself checked 
‘He's really worried" 

"| know’ Nicko took off the robe and crawled back into bed 

"Nick, | feel kind of bad that." 

"Don't. After everything he's done he deserves whatever he gets.” 

Tico laughed and ran a hand down Nicko's chest, "He does. Do | deserve whatever | get?" 
"You certainly do” 

Nap forgotten, Nicko gave him exactly what he deserved 


The show that night went well, although it was obvious to all of them that while his stage persona was right 
on form, Steve was still suffering mightily from whatever ailment had been clawing at him for several weeks. 
While everyone was solicitous to the way he was feeling, Tico couldn't help but notice that it was far more 
worrisome to Bruce than the rest, and while he agreed with Nicko that Bruce was well deserving of any or 
every possible thing they could do to him he felt a niggle of conscience. When they came off between the last 
song and the encore, he watched as Steve sank into a chair and covered his head with a towel, noting that 


Bruce hovered close by, watching him with concerned eyes. 


Nicko, far too full of energy for the way they had spent the afternoon and the manner in which he attacked 
the drums during the show, grinned and flashed him a wink. All was proceeding according to plan, and if things 


went along this same path by the time they had the two days off after the next two shows he was going to 


be a nervous wreck and completely distracted and therefore fully vulnerable to their plans. As the band once 
more took the stage, Tico left his vantage point and returned to the dressing room, there taking out his mobile 
and calling David, setting the next phase of the plan into motion 


"Hello?" 
"Bruce, it's David." 


Bruce frowned, getting up from the chair where he had collapsed to catch his breath and making his way to a 


quieter corner of the dressing room. "David?" 
"Yeah. Look, Teek called me earlier. He said he's kind of worried about how bad Steve looks. Everything ok?" 


"Steve's had some sort of stomach bug that won't let go." Bruce rubbed the edge of the towel he had round 


his neck over his face. "He's not the only one concerned” 

"He said Nick doesn't seem all that worried." 

"He doesn't. None of the rest do, but.." Bruce's voice trailed off. He was looking over at Steve and could see 
the reflection his face in the mirror. The bassist's face was twisted in pain and he was pressing a hand to his 
stomach while all around him the rest went on with their lives, not noticing the agony he appeared to be in 
"David, | have to go." He hung up and darted across the room. "Steve?" 

"Just a twinge," he muttered. "I'm fine, Bruce, don't make a fucking show of it" 

"Steve, you alright?" Dave's soft lisp came from behind them. 

"Yeah, Dave, fine. Me stomach's just giving me a twinge." 

"Take it easy tonight," Dave advised, "get some rest and forget about having a few." 

"He's been doing that and it's not getting any better," Bruce snapped. 


"You're not me fuckin' mother, Bruce," Steve snarled. 


"No, just your fucking friend" Bruce spun around and stormed back to his chair, once more flinging himself 


down but this time he drew the towel over his head, shutting out his expression. 


Steve glanced up in the mirror and caught Nicko's eye. He rolled his eyes and then dropped one in a wink, the 
drummer grinning and giving him a thumbs up. Dave bit back the snicker and moved away, and as they went 


about getting cleaned up for the ride back to the hotel, no one bothered the still annoyed singer who remained 


hidden under the towel. 


Three days later, two days off. Finally. Nicko had warned them all not to bother he and Tico before dragging 
him of to their room, Adrian's droll question about having an adequate supply of lube answered with a single 
finger gesture over the departing drummer's shoulder. The demand to leave them alone lasted all of an hour 
or two when there was a hard pounding at the door, one they were thoroughly expecting, and while they had 
been doing nothing more than a bit of snogging on the bed Nicko stopped to toss some water on his chest and 
rub his wet hand over his face and through his hair, giving the appearance of being involved in much more 


strenuous pursuits. Wrapped in nothing but a bedsheet, he answered, finding a very agitated Bruce. 

"What?" he sighed. 

"'ve had it. Either he's going to hospital or I'm going to kill him. He won't listen to me, Nick." 

Really, Bruce, if Steve doesn't want to go then there isn't a whole lot you can do. And why do you have to 
keep coming to Nicko? We get little enough time together as it is, and I'm not happy that every time we seem 
to have a moment alone you show up and start badgering him about Steve." 

Even Nicko looked stunned by Tico's sniping. 

‘lm serious, Nick | take the time to come out here to be with you and every time | turn around you're 
heading off or talking to him about something that | don't give a damn about. He's a grown man and if he 
wants to sit there and be sick then let him sit there and be sick!" 

"Now, hang on, Harry's me friend, Teek!" 

Fine! Then you go take care of him and I'll just go home!" Tico, who was now on his feet and attired in nothing 
more than a pair of very brief briefs, stomped over and poked Nicko in the chest. "Every time we try to get 
together he does this, Nick! He does something to make it get completely fucked, or he does something to 
embarrass us, or he just sticks his nose in and l'm sick of it! If Steve says he's alright then he's alright, and | 
think this is just another of Bruce's stupid ploys to give us shit!" 


"Now just a fucking minute! | might.!" 


"He's got a point," Nicko said, glaring at Bruce. "Steve says he's fine, just a dodgy tummy. You're the one that 


keeps coming in here insisting that it's more." 
"It is more!" Bruce shouted, throwing up his hands. 


"Until Steve tells me that it is, l'm not gonna believe it. Now kindly get out" 


Bruce stared, impotent with rage, as the door slammed in his face. 


Dave basically told him the same thing. Steve was a big boy and if he said he wasn't in need of hospital then 


he wasn't in need of it. 

Adrian dug his chin and shrugged. If Steve didn't want to be bothered with it, then let it alone. 

Janick did try to calm him by reminding him that Steve often had problems with his stomach while they were 
on tour, but that didn't do more than make Bruce more convinced that this time it was different. He had 


never had problems for this long or this bad. 


Rod told him that the reason he was so concerned was because if Steve did have an ulcer he could most likely 
place full blame for it on the years of dealing with Bruce. 


Steve refused to answer his door or his mobile. 
With nothing else he could do, Bruce decided that if Steve wanted to lie round in misery or even fall over dead 
that it wasn't his problem, and he stomped back to his room like an angry child and went to bed in a sulk after 


cursing them all. 


And with that, Operation Revenge went into full motion, and Bruce, with not a whit of an idea of what was 


going on, tumbled neatly in the trap. 


It was near time for dinner and he hadn't thought once about Steve all day. Well, he had, but he had quickly 
shoved the worry away and gone back to what he was doing, which so far had included a round of go-carting 
which had been huge fun and several quick fencing duels. He was tired but not unpleasantly so, and as he 
climbed from the car in front of the hotel he decided that he was done worrying about any of them. 

He stopped for a few minutes to sign some things and pose with the fans who were waiting outside, finally 


making it fully into the hotel just as his mobile started to ring. Fumbling it out of his pack, he was walking to 
the lift as he answered. "Hello?" 


"Bruce?" 
"What?" Bruce punched the button to call the lift. 
"How's Steve?" 


"David, | don't know what Tico told you, but when | went to talk to him and Nicko he accused me of making 


things worse than they are. He accused me of fucking with them and their time together, so if he phones you 
about it | have no idea why. And as far as I'm concerned, if he falls over dead it's not my problem." 


"But..." 

"Really, David, | don't care. Now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to my room, have a good long relaxing bath, and 
no thinking about Steve, Nicko, Tico, or any of them until | am forced to face them on the plane." Snapping the 
phone closed he got into the lift, jabbing the button that corresponded to the floor he wanted. 

Really, he didn't care. 

"That was David." 


Nicko snickered. "And?" 


"Bruce told him he didn't care if Steve dropped dead and that | had accused him of trying to sabotage us 


again" 
Nicko slapped his hands together and hooted. 
Operation Revenge was moving at full speed ahead. 


The ringing of his mobile pulled him, reluctantly, from the depths of sleep. He felt for it on the table next to 
the bed, cursing as he rolled onto his back and flipped it open. Shoving it against his ear, he sighed. "What?" 


"Bruce... 


"Steve?" Alarmed by the weak and pained saying of his name, he sat up. 


"Where are you?" He had no idea he was practically shouting as he fumbled for the light. 
"Room..." 
"Call the front desk," Bruce snapped, "tell them to get Rod up here!" 


"Can't.floor.too far..." 


"Fuck! I'm coming, hang on!" 


Bruce bolted out of bed, kicking aside the sheets that somehow managed to wrap round his feet and running 
for the door, still trying to talk to Steve and keep him from slipping away. Despite his repeated shouts, all he 
heard was the sound of labored breathing and even as he ripped the door to his room open that stopped and 


now there was nothing but silence from the other end. 
Not caring that he wasn't dressed, in fact he didn't even bother to pull the annoying fabric of his underwear 


out of the crack of his arse, he flew down the hall, skidding to a stop in front of the door to Steve's room and 
yanking the handle, finding it locked. 


"Steve!" He pounded his fist against the door, not noticing as people began to peer out their doors to find a 
mostly naked man with one cheek hanging out of his briefs frantically beating on a closed door. When there 
was no answer he spun, shouting for someone to call the front desk and have them come up immediately with 
a key, that this was an emergency and he still didn't quite grasp how insane he looked, all he cared about was 
that Steve might indeed be in there dying. 

He also didn't notice the amount of people that were holding mobiles and taking pictures. 

These were Maiden's people, their crew, and they should be as frantic as he if something was wrong, yet it 
didn't dawn on him that no one had moved back into their rooms, in fact they were starting to snicker and 
point. Too caught up in what he thought was a very frightening moment, indeed a matter of life or death, he 
ran for the lift, hitting the button over and over and when it didn't come he darted to the stairs, hurtling 
himself down flight after flight until he finally burst into the lobby, gasping for breath and dead white, sure 
that each moment that passed was delivering Steve closer to death. 

For some reason, there was ring of people in front of the lift when the doors opened. 


For some reason, they all had cameras and videos. 


For some reason, standing right there in the middle, next to a wildly laughing Nicko and Tico, was a grinning 


Steve. 

It still didn't quite register. 

He still didn't quite understand, 

Not until Nicko pointed a cocked finger at him. "Gotcha" 


And then he got it. 


"| hate you. All of you" 
Steve chuckled and didn't look up from his book. "You deserved it! 

"| was really concerned about you, you fucking wanker. | thought you were dying” 
"| was. Nearly broke something tryin’ to keep from laughin" 


Bruce glared over at the seat where Nicko was sleeping, resting up from his time with Tico. "They're going to 


get it" 
"They have pictures, Bruce, remember that." 


Like he could forget. At regular intervals he received them on his mobile, various shots of him with his face 


twisted in panic, his hair standing up like he had plugged into a socket and his underwear stuck up his arse. 


Even better were the video bits that arrived, showing him beating on Steve's door like a complete lunatic and 


screaming about him dying in there. 
Still, he owed them. And he would get them. All of them. 


Somehow, somewhere. 


